THE IRON PUDDLER

up. I faced him and he said: "Do you want
a job?"

"Yes," I said.

"What at?   Greasing up to-night," he said,

Weary and hungry as I was from my hobo-
ing, I went right to work, and all night I, with
a few others, greased the bearings. The next
day he gave me a job as a catcher. A catcher
is one who seizes the rolled plate as it comes
out and throws it back to the roller. It has to
be rolled many times. The boss who gave me
this much-wanted job was Daniel G. Reid,
who afterward became one of the big men in
the tin industry.

After I became Secretary of Labor I was a
dinner guest at the White House. When I
arrived the President said: "Here's an old
friend of yours." To my surprise and keen
pleasure President Harding led forward my
old boss, Daniel G. Reid. There was much
laughing and old-time talk between us. "Do
you recall," said Mr. Reid, "how during the
tin strike of *96, you steered to the lodge room
and unionized men who came to take the
place of the strikers?" Mr. Reid thought this
was a great joke. He had always been favor-
able to ending the strike and signing the men's
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